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beauty* There is often an unpleasant glare, and
in the mid-morning it can be hot and airless, and
dusty, when the two main streets are filled with
noisy traffic and crowds which exasperate by the
slowness with which they move along the pave-
ments*
It is noon, and the narrow pavements and road-
way of Strada Reale are crowded with a very
varied type of people*   Mainly they are Maltese
business men of all degrees, who use the pavements
and road as a club*   They saunter and gather in
groups, where they talk, or have excited arguments,
and obstruct those who wish to use the street for its
legitimate purpose*   Also, strolling, are the middle-
dass Maltese girls and women, who, although
inclined to plumpness, are often quite good-looking
and smartly dressed in a continental fashion* There
are peasants, school-boys, workmen, messengers,
and workers of all kinds passing up and down, and
interspersed with them are English women, bent
on shopping, off to change their books at the
Garrison library, or perhaps about to turn into the
Snake Pit, that home of scandal which is the women's
side of the Union Club*   There are always a few
officers and men of the three Services to be seen in
the street, to say nothing of the ubiquitous and
invariably plump priest*
The shops are small, and most disappointing